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that made the sand fly like puffs of smoke.
This was a sign of extreme fury, and Ned
momentarily expected an attack that would
have been difficult to avoid. For several min-
utes they faced each other determinedly,
Ned all the while keeping his eyes fixed un-
flinchingly upon those of the lion. At length,
as the dog continued to spring around him,
barking without ceasing, the lion rose from the
ground and stalked proudly backwards and
forwards before the covert, as though to guard
the entrance. This was a grand opportunity for
a side shot at the shoulder, and never did Ned
aim with greater coolness and accuracy, as he
knew that his life depended upon the shot;
trusting to break the shoulder-bone, and thus
disable him, he fired. With a terrific roar, the
lion charged with one bound into the smoke of
the gun; at the same time that he descended, he
struck a random blow with his right paw that
would have felled a buffalo. Fortunately for
Ned, at the moment of firing he had sprung upon
one side, and thus avoided the crushing blow.
The lion now rolled over almost at his feet,
and, recovering himself immediately, he rushed
upon Ned, receiving at the same instant the
contents of the second barrel in his mouth.
With great activity, Ned had again avoided
him in the thick smoke at the moment of firing,
and Nero rushing in had seized the lion between
the hind legs, where he hung on with a furious
tenacity that no efforts of the animal could
relax. Ned had Jem Stevens's pistols in his
belt, one of which he had quickly drawn;
but the struggles of the lion with the dog were
so great and extremely rapid, that he had no
chance of taking a correct aim. The blood was
pouring from the lion's mouth, as well as from
a wound through the shoulder, and presently,
amidst his tremendous efforts to turn and attack
the dog, he reared to his full height upon his
hind legs, and, with a savage roar, he fell upon
his back, with, the stanch dog beneath him.
As quick as lightning, to save Nero, Ned rushed
in and fired his pistol within a few inches of the
lion's head, scattering his brains upon the faith-
ful dog. The lion never moved a muscle.
Ned, pale with the excitement of the fight,
now caressed the dog, who fiercely shook the
dead lion's throat; after which he wiped the
perspiration from his forehead, and looking up

to the clear heavens, he devoutly thanked God
for protection in the strife. He was surveying
the carcass of the lion with a hunter's pride
when Tim suddenly appeared, accompanied
by several of the natives who had heard the
shots and hurried to discover the cause. They
could hardly believe their eyes when they saw
the lion lying dead; and, upon entering the
jungle, they found the remains of the giraffe,
which had been partially devoured. They now
took possession of the prize; and, having
skinned the lion and cut his flesh from the bones,
they severed his head from the body, together
witla the skin, and returned to their party,
who were busily engaged in taking the meat of
the elephants.
The whole day was occupied by the natives
in cutting up the elephants, and transporting
them to the place of bivouac. In the meantime,
Ned, who had no taste for that branch of the
expedition, took possession of one of the canoes,
with the assistance of Tim, and determined, if
possible, to procure some fresh fish for dinner.
Many drift bamboos were lying upon the beach,
from which he selected one about sixteen feet
long and tapered; he then lashed a thong of
elephant's hide to the point, so as to form a
stiff loop in the place of a ring, through which he
passed a strong line made of the aloe fibre;
to this he attached a large hook, and a piece
of light wood as a float, With a coil of about
a hundred yards v>f line wound upon two pegs
a foot asunder, that he drove into the butt of
his rocl in the place of a reel, Ned was ready
for a day's fishing, with the exception of the
bait. Tim quickly secured the latter necessary
article by forming a line with half a dozen
single hairs of the giraffe's tail, to which he
attached a small hook baited with a minute
piece of elephant's fat. The small fish of about
half a pound weight bit greedily, and, having
caught five or six, Tim kept them alive in a large
gourd-shell of water, and Ned pushed the canoe
from the shore, The small fish were bright and
silvery, but they had a tough skin like that of
an eel instead of scales; through this, just
beneath the back fin, Ned inserted the large
hook, and throwing his lively and alluring bait
into deep water within a few yards of a bank
of tall reeds, he patiently awaited the result.
About half an hour had passed in perfect